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The First Night 


Author's Notes: 
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Down to the Music | 
- Antero's POV- 


There's something about this man that makes my sorry-ass life worth living, if only for the cosmic chance of 
sharing it with him. 


Maybe its his scent. | feel him coming to rehearsal even before he pulls the key out of the ignition All that is 
animal in me awakens when | sense the wooden notes, the freshness of clean skin and the pheromones in his 


sweat. 


| put down my cello and get up. | take off my glasses and wait for him to come in. And when he does, | jump 


him, legs folding around his hips, crossing on his back, arms wrapped around his neck, caressing his nape and 


the back of his head. 


When he kisses me, my body ignites at sub-atomic level. | lose all perception of the world except for the 
sensation of our bodies pressed tightly together, our groins touching, hardening. 


He makes me throw my head back and expose my throat to him. By the time his kiss becomes a bite, my 
whole being is throbbing with need. 


Carrying me as if | was feather-light, he walks to the table in the middle of the room and throws me onto it, 
one hand pinning me to the wooden surface while the other unzips his pants. I've hit my head on the table but 
| don't feel the pain. My body is flooded with endorphins. | hear the distant noises of music sheets falling to 

the floor, of Eicca dragging a grinning Perttu out of the room. | know Perttu would love to watch, maybe even 


join in the fun, but Eicca knows l'd probably bite his head off. Literally. 
Nobody touches my man but me. 

He touches no one but me. 

And when he does, the world around me makes no sense for a long time. 


Another pair of slacks sacrificed to his primal lust. He's practically torn the pants off me and my speedos are 
no barrier in front of him. He jerks them off me with a grunt and the next thing | feel is the rugged warmth 


of his palm wrapping around my cock, rubbing and spreading my precum all over the length. 


| wail, almost sobbing with need. He's got a hard on like in the porn movies and he's leaking like a crack in the 
hull of a submarine, but he just won't give it to me. Instead, he's jerking me off into the cerebral level of a 


mineral. 


Fingers slick with his precum smear my cleft and tease my entrance. | arch into his teasing touch and he 
eventually slips his fingers inside me. It isn't long before he adds another finger and it's still not enough. | want 
him, the whole of him, | want to scream his name when we come, with him buried deep inside me, thrusting so 


hard that the table will unhinge and collapse beneath me. 


He knows it, so he soon pounds my ass with his huge jack. If it didn't cause so much pleasure, the pain would 
be excruciating. But | like to be fucked hard and he loves to use me like that. He calls me his bitch and | groan 
with delight. He pulls me up and holds me close to him, his incredibly strong arms wrapped around my back as 
he rams his tongue in my mouth, kissing me bluntly. My mouth won't stop uttering profanities in a low, 


growling voice against his lips, his neck and | feel him getting even more aroused by what he hears. 


| pass out for a few moments and, after what seems a very long time, | come out of it, feeling him still inside 
me, still hard as steel. | realize that we have managed to unhinge Eicca's table. He wants to take me again, but 
| don't know if | can take it any longer. He's reduced me to a heap of aroused cells and..ch look, all sixty billion 


of them little things have reached consensus: they want to be fucked again 


A wide grin appears on his face and | can't help but remark that this is the face of a teacher, a man who 
parents entrust their kids with. If only they knew what lies beneath those glasses, that cuteness... 


A sex maniac. A beast. A steady, yet versatile and skilled lover. My Paavo. 


+++ 


By the time l'm worrying what l'll wear on my way back home, since my slacks are reduced to shreds and 


Paavo' s sitting on his chair, getting his cello ready to play, Eicca walks into the room. He's snickering. 
| look at him and | see a red spot on the tip of his nose, like he's been pressing it against a hard, cold surface. 


Perttu walks into the room and, as | notice the same red spot on his little nose, | see he's also blushing and 


avoiding my eyes. 


Suddenly, | know. | burst into laughter. They've been watching, painfully pressing their noses on the outside of 
the window, oblivious to the fact they were freezing their asses off. 


Anyore in their right mind would have thought Eicca and Perttu would be the ones fucking with hats off or at 
least, going at it for the first time, aroused by watching Paavo and me. 


But you don't know Eicca. He has..another perspective on life. To Perttu's misery, Eicca is not only straight, but 
also a workaholic, and nothing, not even sex, will divert him from his plans of getting the album ready on time. 
To this day, we don't know who or if Eicca is fucking. | doubt he even needs sex with someone else than 


himself. 


Look at him. He's in love with his mirror-reflection. Its understandable. God had been watching "Et Dieu crea la 


Femme" when he made Eicca. 


"Now that you nymphos have made your ‘music’, can we get down to making some music?" he asks, hands on 


his hips and a frown on his lovely centerfold face. 
We're men. We can't be "nymphos". But arguing with Eicca Toppinen means slow, painful and untimely death. 


So down to the music. 


The Second Night 


Chapter Seventeen 
Moving 


Paul watched as Oliver taped up the last box of his stuff. Emil was still sleeping in Paul's bed. He had a late 
night since he stayed up until four watching a children's movie on TV. Paul was standing against the wall, 
holding a cup of warm coffee in his hand. He looked on as Oliver stacked the box onto of the rest, before 


looking over at him. 


“That's the last of it," said Oliver, looking over his pile once again The boxes marked with a black marker, 


indicating what was inside them. 


"The TV is yours too.." Paul said, staring at the dark liquid in his mug. "I even put all your movies into a box on 
the counter last night.. | know how you can't live without your MTV recordings." 


Oliver gave a weak smile. He didn't like saying good bye either. "You can keep the TV." 


"No... it's yours. You should take it, besides, they say television rots the brain and we both know | don't need 


that," said Paul, attempting humor. He was rewarded with a chuckle from Oliver. 
"Fine, I'll take it. But, you have to carry it to the car," said Oliver, picking up one of the many boxes. 
"That, | can do." Paul put down his mug and got ready to lift the heavy TV. 


After packing all the stuff into the car, and finding it would take two trips to get all the boxes, Paul waved 
Oliver off as he drove away. He would be back to pick up the last bit of the stuff. 


Paul sat down on the couch, with his guitar in his lap, and stared at the blank wall where the TV once sat. 
Oliver had not been able to get the guitar inside the hospital, but he was able to find it at least. Paul had 


spent hours at night, playing all his old songs on it. He even convinced Oliver to pick up his bass guitar again. 


Paul sung carelessly to the tune he was currently playing, his fingers as nimble as they used to be when he 
used to play all the time. He switched from a punk song to a folk song, since Emil was still asleep he didn't 
want to wake him. He didn't even notice he was playing the folk song Till had sung to him until he reached the 
chorus. His playing cut off immediately and he stared at the wall, willing the tears to stop. He was getting far 
better at controlling his emotions then before. 


He sighed and started to play another song. This time, he created it. He sung along with made-up lyrics and 
mumbled through most of them. He was never any good at coming up with lyrics. He played out the song until 
it neared the end. He always forgot the ending. 


Paul heard clapping and looked up to see Oliver, standing there with a smile. Had he really played for that long 
without noticing it? 


"You're really good," he said. "With a little practice, you could easily become a guitarist in a band." 
"Thanks, but my band days are behind me. | have to find a real job first," said Paul with a smile. 


"Well, | happen to know someone who's looking for a boiler man in a place downtown, if you need a job that 


badly," said Oliver. 


| might have to take you up on it," said Paul, sighing and putting down his guitar. He was already running out 


of money from his last paycheck. He really needed to learn how to spend money correctly. 


"Daddy," Emil whined as he came out of the bedroom, rubbing his eyes and clutching the blanket in one of his 


small hands. 

Paul got up and picked up his son. He was still tired and lay, half-asleep, on Paul's shoulder. 

"Sooner | get a job, the better," said Paul, patting his son's back as he fell back asleep. 

"Ill see what | can do," said Oliver, smiling as he watched Father and son. It was rather bizarre to see Paul 
being completely fatherly, but somehow, it fit who he was. Paul always seemed like the type who would be 
good with children. 

Paul gave a weak smile, still holding his son and watched as Oliver picked up the last box. 

"| guess, this is it," said Oliver, holding the box. 


"| guess it is." 


Oliver started to walk towards the door, paused, and turned back. "You have my phone number and my 
address, right?" 


"Phone number is in the book and your address is on the ice box." 


"| guess it is goodbye for now," said Oliver, looking down at the box. He truly felt horrible, leaving Paul so 
suddenly and on his own when he possibly needed him the most. 


"Just for now," said Paul, smiling. "Ill see you at the wedding." 


"You'd better be there, best man," said Oliver, this time smiling. 


"Don't worry, | will be," said Paul. "Now, get going before your fiancée calls to see if | kidnapped you." 


They both chuckled at the joke. She had once said that Oliver and Paul were like a married couple. They always 
worried about one another and always needed to talk to each other every day. They both had raised eyebrows 
at the comparison, but had laughed it off. 


Oliver said his goodbye once again and left. Paul watched as the door closed behind him and stared over at the 
key on the kitchen counter. Oliver left his key. It was no longer his apartment to share. Paul let out a shaking 
breath before looking at his sleeping son's face. He smiled and walked back into the bedroom. At least one of 
them would be dreaming happily. 


Paul tucked his son into bed and clicked on the night light. Emil refused to sleep without the thing. Paul smiled 
and kissed Emil's forehead. Even in his sleep, Emil smiled. Paul clicked off the main light and closed the door 


half-way. He turned and looked at the door across the hall. Oliver's room- wait, correction, was Oliver's room. 


Paul traveled down the hallway and into the room, cracking open the door slightly. The room was almost 
unrecognizable now that all of Oliver's stuff was gone. The carpet had imprints of where the dresser’s legs 
had been and there was dust on the wall. Paul smiled at the banner hanging in the room. Oliver never took 


down that Happy Birthday banner Paul had put up as a prank. 


He traveled across the room and sat down in the middle of it. It seemed so bare and empty now. The windows 


were even bare, so the room was flooded with noon sunlight. Paul sighed and looked around at everything. 


He sat there for the better part of an hour, just thinking of all the things one would never notice unless it 
was missing. Such as the stupid comic page, that Oliver had framed that used to hang over his bed. Even the 
hole in the wall was interesting now. They had covered it up with Oliver's dresser. It was made when Poul 


accidentally knocked the bed frame into it when they first moved in. 
Paul left the room, softly shutting the door with a click. 


It had taken Paul a few days to remember that Oliver was no longer around. He often found himself hovering 


around Oliver's old door and about to knock on it, when he would remember Oliver no longer lived there. 


Paul had packed all of Emil's things, making sure he did the laundry the day before so Emil's mother didn't 
complain about him coming home with dirty clothes. They had spent their last two days together going to the 
movies and hanging out in the park's playground. Emil certainly had a lot of fun 


Paul hugged his son goodbye. He had to promise to call later that night before Emil would agree to leave with 
his mom. Paul had forgotten how much time he really spent away from his son. He promised himself at that 


moment to make up for every second not spent with his son. 


Paul sat down on the couch, not knowing what else to do. It was still two hours before he was due at work and 


he didn't want to go early. He had barley been able to stand the twelve hour shift he had during the day, let 


alone getting in early to do anything. Paul did not look forward at all to a callous job. 


On Richard's suggestion, Paul had placed an ad in the newspaper on finding a new room mate. He had asked 
Richard if he would like to stay with him, but Richard had turned him down, saying he was happy where he 
was. Paul had asked a few more of his friends, but all of them were happy where they were and didn't want 


to move. 


The ad had consisted of all the things Paul wanted in a room mate. There were three qualifications on it. One, 
the person had to own a TV. Two, the person had to be able to cook. Third, they had to be shorter then 5'8. 
Paul was tired of looking up. 


He knew those were stupid qualifications, but he was interested in finding out who would have the sense of 
humor to actually apply to be his room mate with those rules. Paul was sure whoever answered the ad would 


have some sense of humor, which one thing that Paul really did want in a room mate. 


Schneider rubbed his temples again. He wasn't getting a lot of sleep at night and Flake had told him exactly how 
bad he looked right now. Schneider didn't even have the energy to glare at the man and simply walked past him 
and into his office. He would snap at him later, after having a bit of coffee first. 


Schneider had spent the morning in a daze, not able to have a single thought that could possibly be considered 
as logical. He was falling apart at the seams and everyone around him could tell. Even Flake showed concern to 


him in a meeting they had later in the day. 
"What's going on with you?" Flake questioned, sitting across from Schneider. 
"| have no idea what you are implying." Schneider retorted, not really up for Flake's games. 


"You're a wreck. Why don't you go home and get some sleep? l'm sure that would benefit you greatly. God 
knows, it can't hurt," said Flake. The bags under Schneider's eyes were rather big now and made him look 


unhealthy. 


Schneider was about to reply when he broke out with a yawn, and nearly fell asleep on his desk. Flake was 
right. He needed to go home and have a decent bit of sleep before attempting to come to the work place. He 
knew better then to try to out shark the other corporations while in a daze. 


Flake had left with little else to say and Schneider was about to pack up for the day. He could use the rest. 


The thing that had bothered Schneider the worst was, after the night with Richard saving him, he could think 
of nothing else but of Richard's comment. It had hurt him deeply that Richard had been so cruel to him. Why 
did it hurt so much? That was what Schneider's mind had been working on overtime. It was on his mind, 


persistently, and it was making him lose his sleep. 


Schneider yawned again and picked up his briefcase. When he placed it up at the desk, he noticed someone had 
sat across from him. Upon further inspection, he had found that it was Richard sitting across from him. 


"What are you doing here?" Schneider questioned. 


"| wanted to know if you were still living," said Richard, lighting up a cigarette, even though there was a no- 


smoking sign in every room of the building. 


"Well, as you can see, I'm living. Now, if you'll excuse me," said Schneider, standing up. Suddenly, he didn't feel so 
tired. "| have to be leaving." 


"What's the rush? Flake told me you're just going home. You can do that at any time," said Richard, taking a 
drag. 


Schneider watched as Richard gently put his lips around the cigarette and sucked onto the end. His delicate lips, 
surrounding the object, and coaxing the tobacco smoke into his mouth with a simple breath. Schneider never 


thought smoking could look so sexy. Certain parts of his anatomy were also taking notice of this fact. 


Schneider cleared his throat before speaking and managed to snap, "I would rather go home now then suffer 


our presence any longer." 
your p y tong 


Richard smiled, letting the smoke drift out of his lips and nose, curving around his features, caressing them as 
Schneider's fingers now twitched to do, before the smoke disappeared into the air. Schneider clenched his fists. 
He would not lose this game. 


"Why are you so interested in me?" Schneider questioned. "There's no reason for you to be here, other then to 


annoy me." 


"There is a reason why | am here," said Richard, finally standing up. "You see, | happen to have noticed 
something about you when we last met" 


"Did you?" Schneider questioned, unconsciously backing up. 


"That | did," said Richard, reaching around Schneider and snubbing out his cigarette on the desk He placed his 
other hand on the side, pinning Schneider between himself and the desk. 


Schneider gulped. He never liked handing over the power in a conversation or a game, which Richard was playing 
with him, and this was giving up the power. Richard smirked and leaned forward, his lips hovering within a hair 


of Schneider's, making Schneider's lips quiver. 


"I noticed that look you gave me when you spoke of your proposition. You want me," said Richard, his lips 


brushing against Schneider's as he spoke. 


Schneider's brain was being over-loaded with the feel of Richard's body heat against his own and the strong 
scent of cigarettes, hair products, and sweet lavender. All the scents that made up Richard Z. Kruspe. 


"Tell me you want me," purred Richard, letting his breath caress Schneider's face. Schneider visibly shivered. 


| want you," Schneider moaned without hesitation. Having something he wanted so close and yet so far away 


was driving his mind mad. He always got what he wanted, but he could not bring himself to close to small gap 


between them. Richard did this for him. 


Schneider felt all the composure he had and patience break as those lips claimed his own. He brought his hands 
up and held Richard's face, his thumb caressing his features in a way he longed too. 


Richard picked him up and sat Schneider on the desk While his tongue begged for entrance into Schneider's 
mouth, his nimble fingers undid Schneider's pants. Schneider let himself go completely, far too tired to stop him 
and far too depressed to care. He wanted this so badly, that he did not even care if the secretary walked in on 
them now. 


Richard removed himself from Schneider's mouth, loving how Schneider's taste lingered on his tongue and 
moved downwards to Schneider's very demanding cock. Richard was a little shocked to see the size of him, but 


he grinned. All the more fun for him. 


Schneider was going to question what he was doing, when Richard's moist mouth took him. Schneider had to 
bite his lip to keep from moaning as Richard's rough tongue ran along the underside of his cock. It sent shivers 


of pleasure through his body. His hands traveled to Richard's hair and encouraged him to continue. 


Schneider had by now, closed his eyes, and rode all the waves of pleasure he was receiving from his lower 
regions. He had thrown his head back and concentrated hard on not bucking against that warm mouth that was 


bringing his body pleasure. 


Richard made sure to make his movements slow, making Schneider shudder every time he moved up to circle 
the head with his tongue, before taking him deep once again. He loved the little moans and words of 
encouragement Schneider whimpered. How, the hand on the back of his head tugged slightly when he sucked on 
him. 


"Richard..." came the breathless moan from Schneider. "Faster... please..." 


Richard happily complied with these demands. He was greatly rewarded with a tug on his hair and a deep 
moaning sound from Schneider. Richard had each of his hands on either side of Schneider's thighs. His fingers 
could feel the tightening of Schneider's muscles and even through the material of his pants; he could feel the 


sweat on his skin 


The hand that was not tangled in Richard's tresses, gripping the wooden desk so hard, it was making creaking 


sounds. 


"Oh... Richard.. more, faster... Just like tha- ahhh" 


Schneider released one hand from the desk and covered his own mouth to stop the scream of pleasure from 
escaping. His office was safe from most sounds, but screaming would surely bring unwanted attention. 


Somehow, this made Schneider love this even more, doing a forbidden act in his office. 


Richard lapped up the last bit of Schneider's release, before looking him over. Schneider's skin was flushed and 
a light blush was painting his cheeks. His eyes were half closed and glazed over with the pleasure. His hand was 
covering his mouth still and his harsh breathing was almost smothered by it. The other was still buried deep 
in his hair, though Richard was sure he was a few strands short now, because Schneider had nearly scalped 


him while having an orgasm. 


Richard placed Schneider's drooping cock back into his pants and zipped him up. He then cupped his jaw, 


removing the hand, and kissed him deeply, receiving a whimpering moan from Schneider as he did. 


When he pulled back, he rested his forehead against Schneider's head. Schneider was still panting from his 


orgasm, his hot breath flowing over Richard's face. 
"| hope we can start over now," said Richard. 


Schneider smiled lazily, stroking Richard's hair. To start over with him would be wonderful. Maybe this time, 


Schneider could get it right and he won't have to cheat his way into keeping someone. 


"| would like that." 


The Third Night 


London England 1999 
"You worl" 


Davey dropped his eyes, his fingers gripping the edge of the table as Steve stormed behind Janick and came to 
a stop beside him. "| asked him to." 


Eddie shook his head. "Davey, you didn't have to defend me." 
"| did May as well tell him the truth right?" 
Steve snorted, grabbing Davey's shoulder and spinning his chair around. "The truff? Wot the fuck Dave?" 


"You weren't happy with him. Rod wasn't happy with him. | didn't -- well -- it just wasn’t right Harry. | knew H 
was what we needed to make Maiden solid. So | went to Ed and told him about it." 


Eddie got to his feet, walking around and putting his hand on Steve's shoulder. "He was right Harry, you know 
he was." 


‘lm not sayin 'e wasn't Edl Wot I'm sayin’ is you should ‘ave fucking told mel” 
"Maybe we should have, but you were already dealing with a lot of shit and it was the easiest thing to do." 


Steve's eyes widened, comprehension dawning on his face. "You bastard! You fucking bastard! You manipulated 


mel!" 

"I won't deny that Harry. | did what was best for Maiden - and for you." 

Steve ripped away from Eddie's hand. "I trusted you. But then you..fuckl" Steve went to stand by the windows, 
crossing his arms over his chest and fighting to control his temper. Bruce rose, holding up a hand at Eddie and 


walking over next to Steve. 


"He would never have done anything to hurt you Harry. Of all of us, you're the one he considers his friend. 


Hell, you're his family.” 
Steve snorted. "Family don't do that Bruce." 


"It does when it knows the chance to make everything happen could be gone in a shot if things aren't just 
right." 


Steve turned his head, for the first time really looking at Bruce. "Yeah." 
Everyone let out a sigh of relief when Steve walked back to the table and took his seat. "Look, I'm not ‘appy wif 
the way you did it, but | fink | know why. So, let's leaf it at that” Raising an eyebrow, Steve looked up at Eddie, 


his voice soft. "But, later, you an me are gonna haf a talk" 


Eddie surprised the other five when he reached out and placed his hand on Steve's cheek. "I know." Retaking his 


seat, the demon clapped his hands. "Now! Where were we?" 


Leytonstone, England 1980 


"This is gonna be so fucking cool! | mean, sorry that Urchin didnt work out but having you in Maiden is too 
fucking cool!" 


Adrian rolled his eyes, taking the beer Davey held out. "Yeah, | think it's gonna work out best for everyone." 


Davey dropped to the floor, crossing his legs and looking thoughttul. "H, there's something | gotta tell you 
though." 


Adrian leaned forward, concern spreading over his face. "What?" 
"Its about...” 
"Giving away band secrets Davey?" 


Adrian dropped the bottle, unaware of the crash on the table or the liquid pouring over the edge and onto his 
leg. 


Eddie cocked his head, grinning at the two men. "Your beer is running down your leg Adrian" 


"Uh huh. Beer. Right. Daveywhatthefuckisthaf?!" 


Davey shook his head, sighing. "Always have to make an entrance don't you Ed? It's just Eddie H, he's 
harmless." Reaching across the table, he righted the bottle of beer. "Now look at the mess you caused Ed” 


"Not me, and what a waste of a perfectly good beer." Eddie took a step towards the couch, his dry rattle that 


passed for a laugh sounding as Adrian scrambled backwards. "| don't bite Adrian." 
"The fuck he doesn't!" Davey cracked up, laughing harder when Eddie raised his bony middle finger at him. 


‘| only bite annoying blonde guitarists who find themselves amusing.” 


Adrian's eyes got even bigger. Eddie snorted, sitting on the couch and crossing his legs. "Relax Adrian, I'm just 
here to welcome you to the band" 


Davey's laughter stopped abruptly. "Uh oh." 
"Uh oh?" Adrian squeaked, "why uh oh?" 
"Ed, you aren't..| mean... 


Adrian shifted uncomfortably, those strange blue eyes were lazily exploring his body in a most disturbing way. 
"Davey. | think our friend needs another beer." 


Davey got to his feet. "Behave yourself Ed" 


Eddie snorted. "Why Davey, don't | always?" Eddie extended a finger, running his nail over Adrian's arm. "So, 
you're friends with Davey?" 


"Uh huh." Adrian shuddered, sliding his eyes sideways to watch as the finger worked its way back up to his 


shoulder. "What are you?" he asked suddenly, his voice cracking. 
"ım Eddie. Edward T. Head." 


Davey came back into the room, handing Eddie a beer and setting a fresh one in front of Adrian. "Ed, stop 
being an arse. H, really, don't mind him. If he gets too bad I'll call Harry and he'll make him come home." 


Adrian blinked several times. "Harry? Home?" 


Eddie gave Davey a look that passed for his pout. "That's not nice Davey, and besides Harry is out on a date 
and so you can't call him." 


Davey stuck his tongue out at the demon. "No, but you'll get in trouble when he gets home!" 

Adrian's brain felt as if it was running out his ears trying to process everything going on around him. This 
thing sitting not an arm's length away from him, Davey not only acting as if he saw this all the time but like it 
was a friend of his and the look on its face... Adrian shuddered, grabbing his beer off the table and working 


himself into the farthest corner of the couch. 


“Adrian, am | making you nervous?" Eddie shifted slightly, turning himself toward Adrian and stretching his arm 
along the back of the couch. "And just so you know, | really prefer Eddie to thing and it” 


Adrian shot a terror filled glance at Davey. "He can read minds?" 


Eddie snorted. "Adrian. Right here." Eddie raised his arm, waving a hand at Adrian. "I can hear you." 


"Look H, he's just Eddie. He's kind of, part of the band in a way." Davey grinned as Eddie blew him a kiss. "And 


he's an arse. He finds himself a lot more funny than everyone else does." 

"Davey I'm wounded!" Throwing his arm over his eyes, Eddie slumped in his seat. 

"You should be. Now stop messin with H" Davey rolled his eyes when he saw H had sandwiched himself on the 
very end of the couch, his bottle of beer held in front of him like a shield. "Really. He's been with us for -- 
what Ed? -- three years now? He's a demon right? But he's not a bad demon" Davey shushed Eddie as he 
began to protest. "He stays at Harry's, Harry accidentally summoned him and he tried to send him back but 
the spell didn't work. And he's come up with lots of great ideas for the band, in fact it was him that was on 
the album and | think he's gonna be there again aren't you Ed?" 

"Yes, but this time that creepy little man better get it right. | looked awful on the last one." 


Davey snickered. "It was pretty bad. Harry nearly laughed himself sick when he saw it cause he knew you 


would complain" 


Adrian shook his head in disbelief. This was way more than he bargained for. Who would have ever thought that 
the creature - Adrian winced as Eddie's head swung toward him - the demon was real? And he lived at Harry's? 
And why did he keep looking at him like that? 

Davey suddenly yawned. "Cor, I'm tired, | think I'll head off for a nice long kip." Getting rather unsteadily to his 
feet, Davey wandered off down the hall, the soft slam of his bedroom door sounding like the knell of doom to 
Adrian. 

Eddie propped his elbow on the back of the couch, tapping a finger against his temple and leering at Adrian, 


"Well now, | thought he'd never leave." 


London, England 1999 
"You left him?" Janick leaned back in his chair, looking askance at Davey. 


"Not ‘is fault Jan, Ed ‘as a way of making people feel like they need to haf a nice kip when 'e wants them to 


leave." 
Eddie grinned and saluted Steve. 


"Yeah, and there | sat, scared out of my wits, with this demon grinning at me. Scared half to death | was." 


Adrian shook his head, his eyes unfocused as he remembered. "And before | knew it, he was right next to me, 


never even saw the bastard move." 
"I feel so loved. Bastard, thing, freak.." Eddie sighed, "I do have feelings you know." 


Bruce jumped from his chair, going over to the pouting demon and plopping down on his lap, setting off a chain 


reaction of laughter around the table. "Poor misunderstood Eddie! No one loves you!" 


Eddie grinned, the blue fire in his eyes sparking as he ran his finger down the line of Bruce's jaw. "Oh | recall 


you loving me, well and often" 


Steve dropped his head on the table, groaning loudly. Davey rolled his eyes, Adrian snorted and Nicko slapped 
his leg, all three protesting they did not want to see this. Jan shook his head. "Am | missing something?" 


Bruce suddenly sucked in a hard breath, his eyes widening slightly. Eddie's grin got bigger, his finger scraping 
lightly down the front of Bruce's throat. "Oh little moan, | have missed you." 


Steve picked his head up. "Bludi ‘ell you two knock it off! Ed, just tell the story!" 
Eddie growled softly, his eyes still on Bruce. "Fine, Harry. Where was |..?" 


Adrian blinked. It seemed like in less time than it took for his eyelids to flap closed and open again Eddie was 


next to him, now less than a hair's breadth away. "So Adrian, | think its time | welcomed you properly.” 
"Properly?!" Adrian cringed as he heard the squeak in his voice. 

"Yes, properly." Eddie plucked the beer from Adrian's nerveless fingers, setting it on the table and taking 
Adrian's hand in his. Turning it over, he dragged the nails of his free hand over Adrian's palm, sending an odd 
shudder of pleasure up his spine. 

"L.look Eddie, l'm not..." 

"Horny? Hard?" 


Adrian nodded vigorously. "Right!" 


Eddie leaned over, extending his tongue and licking from the tip of Adrian's middle finger and down over his 
palm, stopped, then lapped at his wrist. "Oh, | can change that" 


Adrian hissed, his cock responding to the roughness of the tongue that was now moving up his arm. And that 
smell? Where had it come from, all warm and spicy and... Adrian groaned as that very nimble tongue found the 


crease in his elbow. Who the fuck knew how good that could feel? 


Eddie felt Adrian relax. Stretching his mind, he wrapped tendrils around the confused thoughts in Adrian's 
brain, stroking them as his tongue moved over his skin A shaky sigh made the demon smirk, shifting closer to 
lick his way up the sleek bicep. 


Adrian really did mean to protest, he had the words all ready, right on the tip of his tongue..oh fuck, speaking 
of tongues how did that one get on his neck? And that hand on his thigh? Ok, right, time to put a stop to..well 
maybe it wasn't so bad... 

Eddie's dry chuckle sent a puff of air over Adrian's neck, making him shiver under the demon's touch. A hand 
worked its way between his legs, cupping Adrian's crotch, his hips lifting to press against it. A scrape of nails 


and the button was undone, the zipper sliding down and exposing the patch of hair on Adrian's groin. 


Humans. They were ruled by the basest of emotions and sensations. Women were bad enough, but men - HA! For 
most, there was one thought and one thought only - can | use this to pleasure my dick? 


Adrian groaned; the fingers that wrapped around his cock and eased it out of his tight jeans felt different, not 
rough but not smooth like a woman's, the fingers long and supple, the nails sending a rather delicious shiver of 
pain down his spine. 

"Adrian?" 

Adrian moaned in response, his hips rocking up to meet the hand wanking his cock. 

"Want to get fucked?" 

Adrian nodded, not caring about anything but the feelings in his mind and between his legs. 

"Just remember, if Harry asks, you said yes!" 

Adrian nodded again. "Harry..yes..." 

"Wouldn't you be more comfortable if you got undressed?" Eddie released Adrian's cock, leering as he stood 
and pushed down his jeans, toeing off his shoes and leaving everything in a pile by the couch. Adrian pulled his 
shirt over his head, turning back and facing the demon, his cock hard and jutting from its nest of hair, the 
head already wet. 

Eddie unfastened his pants, releasing his own hard cock, snorting with laughter as Adrian groaned and tried to 
step back. "No, no, come here, Eddie won't hurt you." Taking Adrian's hand, Eddie drew him forward, pushing his 


knee between Adrian's legs and pulling him up onto the couch to straddle his lap. 


Lowering his head, Eddie ran his tongue over the tip of Adrian's cock before taking the head into his mouth 


and sucking it hard, Adrian's back arching as he thrust up to meet the downward spiral of Eddie's tongue. 
Adrian moaned as the head of Eddie's cock brushed against his arse, the demon growling around his cock. 


Lifting his head, the fiery blue eyes now tinged with red, Eddie sought Adrian's mouth. 


Adrian's fingers gripped Eddie's shoulders, his tongue pushing right back to meet the odd contortions of the 
thick wedge of muscle exploring his mouth. Eddie growled again, he'd expected some response due to the 
tendrils of lust he had swirling around in Adrian's mind, but this was far more. Reaching around the man 
straddling his thighs, Eddie drew his fingers through the puddle of beer on the table, using it to wet Adrian's 
hole. 


Adrian groaned as one of those long slender fingers worked its way inside him, twisting and turning to open him 
enough to add a second. Rocking on his knees, Adrian pushed down to take Eddie's fingers deep in his arse, 
lifting and moaning as they pulled out. Eddie grinned, a last swipe of his tongue over the roof of Adrian's 
mouth and he broke the kiss, titling his head to the side and watching Adrian's face. 

"Adrian?" 

Adrian nodded, his teeth clenched. 

"Are you horny?" 

Another nod, this one accompanied by a moan as Eddie curled his fingers. 

"Are you hard?" 

"Yes" The word was hissed more than spoken, Adrian's throwing his head back as Eddie pulled his fingers free. 


Grabbing his cock, Eddie pressed it against Adrian's hole. "Then it's time to fuck" 


Adrian cried out as the demon grabbed his hips and pulled him down onto his cock, the head spreading him 
wide and filling him with a burning stab of pain as the shaft followed. 


Eddie gnashed his teeth, throwing back his head and howling as he lifted Adrian and slammed him back down, 
using his strength to fuck Adrian with his cock, not moving his hips at all but raising and lowering the 
inconsequential weight of the human astride him, the backs of Adrian's thighs and his arse slapping onto the 
denim under them. 


Eddie reached between them, loosely fisting Adrian's cock and letting it fuck his hand as pleasure took over, 
Adrian using the muscles in his thighs to ride the demon under him, short hard grunts of air being forced 
from his lungs as he bounced on Eddie's thighs. 


Eddie leaned his head forward, closing his teeth around Adrian's nipple and biting, tugging it until Adrian cried 
out and writhed against him. The planted seeds of lust in Adrian's brain broke and scattered, Eddie losing his 


hold on them as he lost himself in the tight walls surrounding his cock, Adrian's motions slowed for a moment 
as reality set in, the intense pleasure of the hard cock in his arse and the rough hand wanking him hard taking 
over in an instant, sending him back on his wild ride. 

Eddie felt his balls tighten. He'd be damned again if this human brought him to orgasm before himself! 
Increasing the speed of his strokes, he twisted and turned his wrist, drawing another cry from Adrian as he 
felt his cock throb, shooting long arcs of come onto the demon's chest. 

Eddie howled again, for the first time ramming his hips up and grinding hard against Adrian's arse, his cock 
thickening inside the tight grip. Adrian shuddered, his eyes rolling back in his head as thick come poured from 
the cock buried deep in his hole, filling him with the demon's seed. 

Eddie snarled one last time, releasing Adrian's still oozing cock and grabbing his hips to hold him hard against 
him. Adrian sagged forward, his head landing on Eddie's shoulder as he struggled for air - and for the last 
vestige of his sanity. Eddie's nails ran up his spine, making his shiver weakly. 

"Adrian?" 

Adrian tried to lift his head, managing to raise it a few inches before it thumped back down. 

Eddie gave another dry rattle. "Welcome to Iron Maiden 

London, England 1999 

Bruce doubled over, still sitting on Eddie's lap. "You sluñ" 

Adrian shrugged, scratching his chin. "Like you can talk!" 

Steve looked at Adrian, his eyebrows nearly at his hairline. "Bludi ‘ell Ade, sounds like you ‘ad quite a night" 
Adrian shrugged again, his face turning rather pink. "He got in my head!" 


Eddie chuckled. "And a few other places." 


Bruce yelped as Eddie suddenly rose, setting him back on his chair and heading for the shadows. A light rap on 
the door was followed by Rod's head appearing as it opened. "Everyone still alive?" 


Steve snorted. "Wot do you fink?" 


Rod shrugged, opening the door the rest of the way and stepping inside. "You've been in here for hours." 


"And we're out of food and drink!" Davey grinned at Rod, "so maybe you can arrange for more?" 
"How long are you planning on being here?" 


Steve leaned back in his chair, a smug grin on his face. "Until we're done. So run along and do our bidding like 


we pay you for." 


"Fuck you Harris." Rod stomped out the door, turning back once he was in the hall. "Why | ever thought this 


would be a good idea I'll never know!" 


